
DESIGNED TO DIVERT.for her to bo llko this. I doa't llko ''whatever isis de:st.m Dark DarrelTs Bride. Oh, don't don't talk col" cried lima
passionately, more wounded by the light-lie-s

of her companion's manner, than if ho
had shown deep feeling; it wus as though
ho had schooled himsc.f to cynical callous-
ness,

Darrell started violently and the blood
mounted to his very brow. He paused
fully a inlnuto beforo he could speak, while
lima ijulckly vvulked 011 ahead of him to
hide the tears in her eyes aud the quiv er-lu- g

of her Hps. A few it tide brought
bir Philip to her side, and he laid bis hand
011 her arm.

Miss Costello," he said, pray forivo
me. 1 hardly know what to say to upolo.
glze enough for having pained )ou. It
never occurred to me that what 1 said
could affect any one more than it docs my-

self; I forgot that you are not a callous
man, but a seusitrve girl. Will you par-
don my thought lessness1"

There is nothing that needs forgive-
ness," answered lima, looking up into ids
dark hambomc face, which was earnest
enough now. "I cannot help fueling sorry
that you feel as )ou have suid, and 1

should at way a feel sorry if you never
spoke of it again."

Would you" and he gazed so Intent-
ly into the girl's face that her eyes fell aud
her color lose.

Thus recalled to himself, sfir Philip re-

moved ids hand, which had till then rest-
ed 011 Hum's arm, aud ho turned aside,
biting his lip. l or tho next five minutes
he did not speak, walking on silently by
the girl's side, and she, her young heart
biceuing for him dared not say iuo,e, and
si:e did not even venture to look at him.

Sir Philip spoke again presently, but o-- i

a different subject, asking lima if sue ivde.
bhc answered

Yes, like an Indian."
Then we must have some riding par-

ties," said Sir Philip. All of your cous-

ins ride well, I know; and there are some
splendid rides round here. A good gallop
over Couuaby Pells would bring loses to

your cheek, though they would not last,
I suppose.'

lima smiled; but she did not choose to
say that she could not enjoy that pastime,
ns her aunt did not keep riding hores, and
her cousins had only those which they
themselves rode. Sir Philip however

the position at once, and added
but perhaps your cousins lave 110 spare

horse J"
They have not, 1 know," answered II.

ma; but 1 dare say my uncle would let
me hav e one If I asked lilm."

That would never do; all the poo
weather will be gone before you can hear
from Canada. You must let me give you
a mount. Don't deny me; it would be
such a pleasure; ami there are beautiful
horses in my stables eating thHr heads oil,
as the grooms say. You shall snake your
choice on Friday.'

You won't let mo refuse. Then how

innke up a riuing farcy, while the fine
weather lasts. Do you know any one you
Would car to ask to join up'

Poland k his head.
No, ne42oiners are scarce i:i thesa

parts. Hauls tho first fo,- - twenty years
at least: and tho lat before her were only
fanners."

Iliiu will Join us," said Sir Philip,
using the christian lume tjuite inadierl-entl- )

probably merely catching il from
Poland, possibly from a subtle iietlncl to
try to think of her as "only it child."

Put Poland did not like the dropping of
the formal title. Wild and childlike a
llni 1 was, she was not )ouug enough to bo
treated with such freedom 011 the strengllt
of a morning's acquaintance, especially by
so young a man as Sir Philip Darrell. Sir
I'ldlip could read what was passing iu KM
land's mind tor it was not easy to hldd
anything from his observant eyes but hit
gave not the slightest sign of having no-

ticed a resentment which he haughtily
considered deuc. dly cool."

There was an awkward pause for a few
seconds after Sir Philip's words; for ev-

ery one knew that lima had 110 means of
carrying out Iter promise. Mrs. Sabiuo
glanced up at Ihna, 1. d the girl nodded
laughingly.

'Sir Pnilip is so kind as to give me a
mount," she said ; and as she spoke a uick
heavy frown crossed Poland's brow.

Oil, then, you can ridel'" lie observed
hastily.

Why, of course, replied lima, whilo
Sir Philip Darrell half smiled; if 1 could
not ride I should be tin-o- n."

I am afraid you would," said Sir Phil,
ip. '! don't think there is a very patet
horso iu my stables."

You must take care Ihna," and Mrs.
Sabine looked anxiously at her niece.

I will look alter her, mother," said Po-
land quickly; but lima shooic her head.

' Thanks, Kolaud ; I don't need coach,
lug. 1 am as much at home on horseback
tu on my feet."

Can you jump?"
Yes," opening wide her great clear

eyes "gates, ditches an) thing. I'll try
conclusions w ith you."

You'ro confident, Miss America. Do
you challenge all creation''"

No, only you. I shouldn't have a
chance with Sir Philip."

itow do ou know that?" asked Dar-

rell, while Poland bit his lip hard.
l'hey told me you were a crack rider;

aud 1 vjuld see by the way you rode this
morning that jou were like a Mexican iu
the sadulc. And then see what a supert
horse )ou have !"

Kolaud rides twelve stone," observed
Pose; ! he has much more to carry than
Sir Puilip."

Twelve stone against something under
one," said Sir Puilip, laughing as lie glanc-odfro- tn

Kolatui's stalwart frame to llma's
fragile-looklii- g figure. ! should think if
a good breeze caught you, lima, you would
be blown away."

We'll prove that on the Fells," return-
ed lima, laughing loo, as they ull did; but
Kolaud little liked that there should be iu
so short a time so good an understanding
between Sir Puilip Darrell and lovely 11

ma CosU'llo.
Mrs. isabine looked from Sir Philip's

striding features to Kolaud'i, and then to
lima' exquisite face, aud then she said tc
herself

Heaven avert that Darrell should think
too much of the child, or she of him ! And
vet he is but human, and she not eveu
afraid."

'1 he mother noted too how her son
Watched llin.i and listened t her voice,
aud her heart sank. Were the two rneu
equal 111 worldly fortune, or Kolaud the
superior, he would have 110 dunce of win-

ning a oung girl' affection against Sir
Puilip, even if the latter suouia lu.d.c Uo

deliberate attempt to conquer.
TO KK CONTINITF.D.

it."
Then I looked up at her dully, and

spoko for tho first time. "Xo, " I said,
"I don't want him. I want Mr. Kas-to-n

maybo ho can give mo somo com-
fort.1' And my benumbed mind went
wandering on in tho dark, searching
for fcomelhing to cling to, until its
spoil was broken by a hutriod coming
in, and Mr. Kaston, dark and thin,
stood looking down at mo compassion-
ately.

I believe ho had a praye:Jook in
his hand, but ho probably n;iw it was
useless to talk to or pray with mo as
unythlng but a. child. I remember
saying to him in an awe-strick-

whisper, "I havo lost John, and so
lost everything!11 Mr. Ku-do- n was
rather unpopular in his congregation.
Ho was very good to mo that first
awful week, and I began to under-
stand that ho was unloved, becauso un-

appreciated.
Ho sometimes would send mo books,

gradually ho fell in tho habit of com-

ing over and reading aloud to mo.
evening's, as I lay on tho sofji, for I
was not strong enough to sit up long,
and, while I would catch a few words
now and then, my mind would bo pic-

turing, back of my closed eyelids, that
awful shipwreck over and over again.
Ono evening1. 1 saw it all so distinctly
that I started and cried:

"Oh, stop! I cannot see anything
yet but those awful waves. And I can
hear nothing but those cries as the
ship sank. Oh, do vou think I over can
forget!'1

Mr. Kaston had closed his boo-- . and
ho walked up and down tho room slow-I- 3'

and softl. A Hush of pain roso
suddenly over his dark thin face. Ho
paused near the window, and, pushing
aside tho curtain, he looked absently
out into tho warm dark night, and I
saw his lips move as if ho wero re-

peating something. Then he turned
and eamo hurriedly up to tho sofa. Ho
put his hand out, and then suddenly
drew it back and stood regarding mo
gently.

Mr. East on went awa3 soon. Ho
came less often, and did not read again
until, ono afternoon. 1 begged his
pardon for my discourlosy, and asked
him to road oneo more. It was Dante,
this time, that ho held in his hand, but
he opened it ami quoted:

"Ami in tho Uok that day we read
no more." He smiled a little bittorl3.
"Let us talk instead." ho said.

I wondered at his earing to talk to
mo; at his religious kindness, 1 be-

lieved it, in being willing to try and
interest tho poor, pale woman, with
all her fresh beauty gone, that my
glass showed me, tho listless black-robe- d

girl to whom life locked so poor
and empty.

After'he left, I went wearily round
the room, tidying tho little disarrange-
ment a visitor makes. Mother had
gone over to Mrs. Dawson's, and I was
alone- - I heard a stop on the porch,
and moved slowly to tho door, and in
ono moment I was clapped in John's
arms!

For th firt and probably tho last
time in 1113 life, I was guilty of

fainting; but Johu merged tho lover
into tho physician, and brought mo to ;

my senses very quickly. Why should
1 tr3 to describe a scene that was sacred
for us both. Let it sullice mo to say-tha-

t

Heaven seemed for once to bo on
this earth, that the measure of my for-
mer sutl'ering was tho measure of my
preent joy. Half an hour later I
knew all; how John had been picked
up. quite unconscious, after floating
hours, clinging to a plank and some
rigging, by a small brig bound for a
little Dutch port; how he had been de-

lirious from fever for weeks; and how-h- e

had started for home, even when
tho Dutch doctor had assured him ho
was risking his life, and had como to
mo before anyone knew of his arrival
even. Ho had begged tho doctor to
telegraph to me, and had been assured
it was done. Whether ho had mado
some mistake in my address, or what,
we never knew; hut I had not receive! j

tho menage. That evening I wroto a
note to Mr. Eaton. bogging him to
come over tho next day, and rejoice
with us. Mr. Archer's littlo loy.
where he lived, brought me this reply
tho next morning:

"My Iar Miss Marion "I nm leaving
Sunny rock for sme time, perhaps for

nnd I start to-da- so I shall not sen
you before I go. lo not think me cruel if
I say it i sometimes easier for in to
mourn with those who mourn than to v

with those who rejoieo; but l.clievo
that rny prayers are for your h:ippiii"ss

And, wh-- you think of your own
great grief hti.1 pray for those who suffer,
remember m .

"Always faithfully yours,
"CrriiiiKitr Msto.m

Then; came a sudden littlo stab of
pain through my heart as I read this
a sudden access of light on things that

shall I thank vou: said the girl. !

shall go just wild to be on horseback

J Inow ns my life crows older,
Ami mini eye havo clearer lteht,

That under each rank wrong boiuevvhero,
There lies the. root of right;

That each sorrow bus its purpose,
Hy the sorrowing oft unp nested;

Put ns sure as the sun legius morning,
Whatever is is Lest.

X know that each sinful art inn.
As sure as night Priti-j- shiuh

Is somewhere, wino time, putiishetl,
Though the hour is Ions: delayed;

I know that the soul is aided
Sometimes by the heart's unrest, ,

And to frow means often to buffer,
rut whatever is is best.

1 know there is no error
In the great supernal plan.

And oil things work together
For the l'nal good of man;

And I know when my soul speeds onward
In its grand eternal quest,

X shall cry k 1 look back earthward,
"Whatever is is best.'

Kllu Wheeler Wilcox.

MAlilOX'S LOVERS.

It is ono of tho loveliest Juno days
the earth ever kiv. Kaeh neparnto
blade of jjras.s seems to rejoieo in tho
glorious sunlight, and my wholo lioart
i.s in tunc with tho day as I saunter
slowly along-

- tho village road, with ono
hand in my pocket, holding-- tijht tho
dear hitter that has made me m hap-
py siueothc morning' post eamo in; for
John is coming' homo at lat. and wo
arc to he married and livo happy ever
after, lis my old fairy stories used to
end, with tho bridal of Prince Charm-
ing' and his princess. A poor little
princess this time, I think, rather rue-

fully moro like tho king who wed a
b.gnr maid, our tdory is; for dear
daddy was only a farmer on a very
small scale, though every inch a gen-
tleman, and, when he died, three years
ago, mother and I had a hard struggle
for a little while. Of courso wo took
summer boarders as every ono ad-

vised, and of course wo lost moro than
wo made; only I shall never regret
that hard summer, since it gave mo
John, and, although our courtship wa.s
sealed by tho final quostion being
usked when I was picking peas in the
vegetable garden, it was none tho less
bweet and romantic fop that.

My John is Dr. John Westerly, and
ho was staying in Sunnyrock. making
sotno investigations about tho air of
the district, for a pamphlet ho was
writing. Ho boarded with us; and
brilliant successful, rich as ho was,
ho loved poor little me, plain Marion
March, as I am sure no one was ever
loved before.

When I think of tho lovely accom-

plished women ho must havo known,
and look at myself critically, I cannot
make it true; but it is, it is. ami ho is
coming homo from J'erlin. where he
has been studying' in tho hospitals for
a year is even now on his way.
When the happiness of it comes over
me. I ca:i scarcely keep from singing
along the streets, as I return from my
walk. How lovely the world is! How
pood people are. 1 think, as old Mrs.
Mailocks bams and nods to me from,
her window!

As I draw near our gate, I see ly

that mother has shut all tho
,sun out with closed blinds; well, very
soon, I will let a flood of light in. and
glorify tho rooms.

"Mother,'1 I call out, gaily, running
up tho stops of the por.li. "it's too
early for flies. What malr.s 3011 shut
the house up so?" I rush i'ito the sittin-

g-room and open tho blinds. Then,
turning round, I see mother, white and
tear-staine- d and looking half dazed,
with a newspaper in her hand.

Mrs. Dawxm, from tho village, says
in a loud whisper. "Do tell her, for
pracious sake and have it over," and
then, seizing me in her strong arms,
Beats mo gently on tho old sofa.

Mother bursts out crying, and puts
her arms about mo and sobs. "Prepare
yourself for tho worst. May. Oh.
Mrs. Dawson, do tell her. I can't!"
I am awe-struc- k and bewildered, but
my one thought, is that tho bank which
holds our few hundred pounds has
broken, for we have no near relatives,
and I have just heard from John. "Do
tell mo what it is." I sa3. impatiently;
and Mrs. Dawson, looking at me pity-
ingly, says:

"Well, if you must hear it, you
must,' takes the paper from mother's
nerveless hand, ami read-- : Terrible
J)isaster. The Transylvania, from
Hamburg, burnt at sea. Hundreds of
lives lost.'1 Mumble, mumble, then.

Conspicuous among those who helped
the women and children into tho life-
boats was Dr. John Westerly, a well-know- n

phvsician. from .

who was coming home this way. When
last seen he was distributing

to the women who had not
been able to get into tho life-boa- t;

before another could b-- manned, the
Transylvania sank, with all on b ard.
except those who had been fortunate
enough to crowd into the two boats.
The young physician will doubtless bo
leeply mourned by the medical fra-

ternity for " I think tho woman
would havo read trie wholo account
through; but. glancing at me. sh
rushed frantically for thoeamphor and
Jielj it to my fac-- .

It was not m-e- ary. I had not
fainted. I hard her ay distinctly,

For heaven's Ktke. Mr. March, say
somethin1 to her, for I believe she's

Then I felt as if 1 were
sore co no edo. and I menlallv looked
jit mysdf, leaden and death-lik- e. Jill
the life crushed ;it of me. lying"
Mra'ght and si ill in an imimgruo.'.s
Muo muslin. with Mrs Dr.wstmV
(bawl thrown over tae. and I thought.

"Poor girl, hov, sorry I nm! What
it it were J. jind it was my John who
was dead'" At this period, Mrs.

)aw.-o- n shook her head ominously.
think she spoko to mo several time.
oral I did not answer. Why should 1?

And she said to poor mother, who
was aimlesslv walking back and forth,

Mr . March, X think I'd call Dr.
Kinney, if I was you. Jt-- j unnatural

unuesiraMo huitor "Ana then, jouI know, lovo it Mind." ISho (sweetly)
I ""Ho must be, or he' an awful fool."

Life.
Teacher "Johnnie, what ttate In Nvt

j Kiiglaud has two capitals?" Johnnie
I ".New Hampshire.-- ' Teacher "Indeed;
tiBuio themf" Johnnlo capital N and
capital H.' Urooklyu Eagle.

Tho Visitor "Hut why Leeomo engaged
If you never mc?nt to marry himl"
Maudo "Pe-aoR- bo is no neusitlve.
You know it mortified a man much mor

j
to ho refused thau to havo aa tigago- -
iuent broken." Life.

j Long "I kiynv nn urtist who painted a
runaway hoi so. It was so natural that
tho beholders jumped out of the way."

: Downing 'Humph! My friend McGIlp
painted a portrait of a lady that wa ho
natural that ho had to tuo her for Lis

j bill" Life.
I "How long did you remain with your

last mistress J" asked the housewife of the
applicant for employment. "Only throo
Koeks, ma'am. There wor a good deal or
leavy work about the house--, era' gure
tho mistress wor so de'.icato that I had to
let tho place go." Washington Btar.

Client "Your feo is exhorbitaut. It
lidu't tako you a day to do the work."
Lawyer "It is my regular fee. I am not
tharging you for time, but for the cost of
tuy legal education." Client "Well,
tlvo mo a receipt for tho cost of your adu-
lation, so the next fellow wont havo to
pay for it, too." Life.

"And to you ore married, Bridget!'
"Yes, mum." "What does your husband
Sot" "An' sure mum, he is a railroad
lirector." "A railroad director I That's
1 very important place. Are you quit
lure it is thatf" "An' faith nn' doesn't he
thtnnd all day at tho railrowd crossing
lireetiug people to tho cars!" Postou

' Courier.

SHE.

An innocent fcirl was jailed in New
York for a few hours recently. She wor-
ried so over it th.vi sho incurred train
fever and died.

On the fiydeaf of 15. .ok 15. of tho mar
riao records, bepinuinj? with tho year
1795, deposited in the county clerks oflk
tl Mount Holly, K. J., appears this entry
in tho flourhhiug Land of W. Mellvaine,
Jr., evidently tho clerk at that timoi
"Dedicated to th charmer, Venus, and ta
the more then captivating Hymen.''

Mrs. Jennie Robinson, a wealthy Mli
waukeo whiow, is one of tho most unio,ut
prosecutors who havo ever appeared in k.

court of juilicc. Having been robbed by
two married women whoso husbands were
temporarily out of town, she prosecuted
them, and when fines amounting to 35,
which tho criniiunls wero unable to pay,
were imposed, she put her hand into her
pocket and paid tho fines herself.

Two widows of revolutionary toldlcrl
are living in Pennsylvania and drawing
pensions for service rendered in tho field
by their husbands. One, who was tht
third wife of a Boldier of seventy-fiv- e Rum-

mers aud loio Liin three children is now
ninety-seve- n years o'.d, hops up and down-
stairs with the liveliness of a cricket and
declare h-- r willingness to marry again,
pension or eo pension, if t'ao riht bol t ol
mau presents himself.

llooUUrplnir fit homp nt rry low rii
Wriie W . t,. dilutee, Ubwego, N. V.

We krt easily encouraged h our follies.

Major's Omrnt I'epalrs Itrnfcen Article
I.'k; iiml Major's Lentiier mul Uul'lx r Ceuient lie.

Loyalty to best convictions ii an import-
ant duty.

. .........t 1 mrtvi;n t iir. si. .iwii.t nii-u- i nil, 1., rnys; ji.mitCatarrh Cure cuied me." sold by l'ruVglsl'tUSc.

How easy it is to feel 11 lu the presence
of ;i dwarf.

1 1 a iiii'n Mtii.'i 1'orn
Wurra- ivil to cure, r Money AsS

Tour cniKixt for it. lvi-- ! I.S rfi t.
No ir.f.n can ovenvme himself without

help fnoii Chrlt.

M r. Win slow Soot li lug Syrup, for Chil-
dren tuctnuv, softe:is the turns, r since ln3unniiv
tion, nlltijrt rain, cures wind culic. 2jc a bet 10.

When there is a giraffe in the pulpit bow
the liirubu do utter.

I to jou Urep ik Doiff Fml him on Miittti
I'nti iit lia Cukes. Si'iid for uimplitrt "DIhohm'i
i.f Il.iLra' fri', tir a'l.tiiiiiftii ftfiiM, iIiil- - (Ltuf nrtiur V.S

sdrt i gratis l'au'ui. New York ctiy.

The devil's arrows are all dipped In the
poison cC doult.

I'ITS.-s- WI V itM.p.d fre by I'll. i.l.l"K'S (OtMT
Serve ltt:rar. Kn r itniu-- tirtJ.iy'i use.

run". Trent inn nn1 t ' 00 f rial ,itt 'a 1 reo
to Dr. Kline.'.CI Areb f f ., I'lillu., I'.u

A pret her with tho big head is a man thf
devil love, to look at.

"A Savlcr of her sex," Is a title bestowed
ui on Lydlu K. IMnkham by tho woman c!
the world, millions of whom are indebted
to her for health.

All the philosophy in tho world has ncvev
made anybody better.

There Is n harder battles than thoxo
which are fought In the human heurL

On the Ragged Edge
The clothes that are washed

without Pear! inc. If you get
them clean by the necessary
rubbing with srtap, they will
soon jret; ruined by the wear
of it. Rearline saver, the wear,
by savim; the work there is
little or no rubbing. It does
no harm to anything that it
washes, .ind it washes every-
thing. Use Rearinc, nnd use
less labor. Labor is useless, if
yon use Pearline, for it is un-

necessary.
Ikwarcof tmilatkmfl. JO JAMIL, rVI.n,;I.V.

CITArTF.lt IV. CONTINUED.
I cannot help it," said lima. "Why,

Sir Philip, I look ns much a country gen-
tleman us you do!"

Ml Duniford glanced hastily at her
niece; her Transatlantic freedom of mill-
iner somewhat disturbed tho good lady's
equanimity; but it was eo free from
Transatlantic forwardness, so chlld-lik- o

and chariuiiijr, t hut no 0110 could nifsiiitcr.
pret it; ami Mr Philip Darrell wan the
last man to bo anything but pleased by it.
lie laughed and said

No, no, Miss Duniford, rather for mo

"Fifty yc.iri of Kit rope, then a cyclo of
Cathay l,M

"? Cumberland Is Cathay, nnd your
splendid ancestral home a prison?"

Ah,' ahl Darrell, carelessly, though
again with the tone of bitterness 1 111.1 had
noticed before short life unci u merry
one."

I should my a long life nnd a good
one," replied Miss Duniford.

'Long life? Defend me from it!" As
he said the words ho caught a fleeting look
from Hina's brown eyes, a look so lull of
pain and uiiconcimM pleading that n

quick flush croscd his cheeks, and ho bit
his lip; but, recovering hitiwlf, and with
. total change of manner, us If to dismiss
un unprofitable subject, lie asked lima if
she would like to go over the Court.

Oil, so much !" she said eagerly. "My
cousins say it has such lovely picture,
und all sorts of beauti'iu things."

You must honor iuo then, and your
aunt and cousins will, I hope, favor my
poor house also. You will hear some dh.
mat stories of the cavaliers and ladies you
will see In the picture-galler- We have

I ways been a turbulent set, and "
lie stopped abruptly, und added, turning
to Miss Durntord, Perhaps you would
kindly let me know in a day or two, what
day would suit you all dujs are alike to
me."

I5ut indeed, Sir Philip, you must not
make nie fix a day," was the reply.

You will, I am sure; it would be so
kind of you" and ho spoke in ids most
winning manner, Thanks. One of the
gardeners has been raving over some rare
exotics. 1 forgot what he called them. .

You must jdeate choose us many of them
is you like. 1 remember your old weak.
Less for flowers."

You left orders with jour head-ja- r.

ilener for my f.uiey to be gratified," s.id
the old lady. No, no, .Sir Philip; I can.
not encroach any more on jour kiiidnc.
Why I have a whole range of flowers that
ire admired by all whieu came from your

I"
Have yon? I nm so glad. I wish you

had a hot-hou- se l ull. 1 must see to it the
more the merrier. Why should the flow-

ers waste their sweetness on the desert

There were tears in Miss Durnford's
rye us she thanked her guest; but more
than one cause made the tears rise. It
was not that In any case ir Philip would
tiut have been equally lav Mi ; but there
llwavs seemed a lack of that interest
in anything belonging to him which a
man would feel in what he looked to en-

joy fur a life-lim- e; he alwajs spoke us a
mere wanderer through this brief exist-
ence. There was always that under-curre- nt

of feeling which, jail into word,
would have been, "What are tiiese things
to me? I have no hold on them. 1 do not
care tor them; let 1110 glte them while
they ure mine to give."

Would any day this week suit you, bir
Philip?" asked --Mis Durntord, rising lroiu
the table.

Certainly, and the earlier the better
for my pleasure, I mean, not my convcu- -
Icuce.

"Frldav" Darrell bowed.
Then," he said, ! will call at the

Larches aud pay luy devoirs; they will not
mind the forenoon hut will they havo
breakfasted

Oh, e:"
1 will walk up, if you will allow inc. to

Dave llaaii with you :i little longer."
With the great et pleasure; and 1 hope

you will give us some more of your compa.
uy when you return for him."

It is very good of )ou to tolerate such
s scapegrace us 1 hih," re. lied Darrell.
'I sh.df Ui most happy.'

lima had intended to run over to the
Larches that moi'iini-.'- , having been re-

quested to do so by her cousins; but now
lie must give that up, as she could not in-

trude on ?ir Philip it would be rude,
though she was sure lie would not mind.
Miss Duniford however who was a wo-

man of great vomnioii suie, came to tho
rescue. fShe regretted flint Ihnri would
have to ineet Sir Philip Darrell ntnll;
but, as it was impossible to prevent this,
the would not run the risk of some blunt
remark from ltoland r Kose, betravlng
that 1 mi as expected, and thus giving
the Iniprclon that she wished to keep
Dariell and lima apart.

lima," she said, "I have asked you to
fo to the Lurches t Ids morning. .Sir Phil-

ip will, I am sure, be happy to escort
on."
Sir Philip bowed, and said he should bft

indeed happy; but the troubled look in his
eyes deepened as lima hurried away for
her hat; ami, though the next moment
he turned to Miss Duniford with some or.
dinary remark, he was saying to himself:

I intisl be true true too the vow
whatever the cost. Heaven kluv. 8 what
it may be!"

Cm apt 1 it V.
fJoldeu-haire- d lima, walked by Sir Phil-Ip- 's

side through the sunny village and in
tho shade of the tall trees of Aunt a.

I Mil M I II , .ll'M II" I II ro.li- -

coin to a gi liming and ad. idling urchin,
that is the last.

You don't care for the worship of your
fclllij ets questioned II1111.

D.irr ll's haughty lip curled.
No," ho replied aud they do not care

forme. How should the)! They hardly
ever see mi", and we hive no interests in
common. .Some of them acta illy believe
tli.it. t h ive an net 11 tl emit istamhm' wllli
M,,,t.nitural powers because I have e.
oaped drowning two or three times when
I ouf'ht to have been drowned ; and mine
Is an accursed race. It will be better for
tiiese people when some one elu than a
jn-cinugn- s at the Court. Thcywilluot
le.rc t me, nor I theui.'1

again."
Just wild, you American !" laughed

Mr Philip, hiding deep feeling under a

light tone. Well, vou have thanked me
for what i, after all", a selfish act."

You mean bceaue you like to give en-

joyment? Put that isn't selfish." returned
lima; fur selfish people don't have pleas-
ure in other people's happiness.''

Ah, you are metaphysical ! We must
dismiss the subject," said Sir Philip
quickly, and, with some einbariassmeiit,
which lima was delighted to perceive-- ;

for Sir Philip, she felt certain was not ea-

sily dislodged from his citadel ofscll-pos- -

SCSsioil.
Dark Darrell, with all his courtliness,

was the reverse of a ceremonious person-
age; and so he followed I line's lead up
the terrace-step- s and presented himself
through the open window of the morning
room before the astonished Sahines.

They were ull there except Poland, in
search of whom lima instantly sped away,
and they greeted Sir P.iilip warmly. lie
speedily explained how lima came to be
with him, aud in w hat manner he had been
introduced to iter.

Meanwhile lima had found Poland bus!-l- y

engaged in the repair of some fishing-tackl- e

in his study, if an apartment only
devoted to sporting literature and imple-
ments deserved the name; he looked up,
and his whole face brightened as his beau-
tiful young cousin hastened to Ids side.

Well catamount." said Kolaud, -- aking
her hand and kissing her, were you scut
lor me, or did you come of your own ac-

cord ?'
Of my own accord; though I have

come to fetch you to see whom do 3011
think? Dark Darrell himself!"

He here," said Poland iu a tone that
did not betray much pleasure.

Yes; unit fie came with me. lie break-
fasted with us this niurning, and Poland,"
added lima, tossing up her hat and catch-
ing it, he is just the nicest fellow 1 ever
met."

'Oh, of course!" said Kolaud, laughing;
but the laugh, lima tnotight, sounded
forced. (Jills are bound to worship a
man who looks like a picture, though he
doesn't do much more in the world than
if he were a picture. lie might he the
foreigner he loks for all that he is among
his own tenants or cares about thcni.''

That's not my business," and lima
flushed a little the ejrl was
pered, aud ever ready to resent injustice.

1 don't think Cumberland peasants are
ery like people."

Vou don't know anything about them,
my dear," said Poland; though I dare
say 3011 know as much about them as Dar-
rell does. Kou-- li speech and manners
don't alwavs meat: a bad heart, any more
than suavity and smooth words mean a
good one.'

lima said no more, but descended with
her con-i- n to the morning-ioom- . The girl
went over to her aunt, aud watched from
beneath her sweeping las.ies the meeting
between Poland aiiine and Sir Philip Dar-
rell. What a difference there was be.
twien them! Poland seemed to belong to
another and low er order of beings than tho
man of whom lie had spoken with hardly-Veile- d

contempt.
You are a good deal altered from

what 1 saw you l.st, Sabine," said Sir
Philip surveying Ids host. Vou were not
much more than a boy then; and, though
J should have known you atouce, that for-

est of hair about your luce makes au im-

mense change in j on."
There is little diffcrcnec in you," re.

jdied Kolaad, laughing. You look a bit
I'hlcr, but not much; and w Ion you are
fol i , oil Won't look o! Jer t !l III elt do line,-.- '

'iavbo not," said Sir Philip, witha
hall-siiiil- as , reit:ilf'd his seat.

Something in tin1 look and tone give .
in 1 the elm- to the thought Ihov should
I look older in ten jeais 'lime stands
Still iu the grave." The irirl felt some-

thing like terror come over her. Was
there, after all, s mo- - truth in a cursn
wl.ieh s.'einr-- to have influenced tie'
Whole life of a in in so unlikely to yield to
mere superstition as Sir Philip Darrell?

sir Puilip," said Mi s. S ibiiie, turning
to her son, has kindly akcd us all to the
Court on Friday, with aunt Kiehael aud
lima."

1 thai! be delighted," returned Po-lan- d.

AnJ'ddcd Mr Philip. "J waut to

Western L.ake-- Drying Up.
Tho lalcos in Kastern Oregon, as wel.

p.s In Nevada, tiro drying up. In soir.e
instancfs tho water In the lakes Is sub-hidin-

because the streams which

empty into t.vm have been diverted
from their natural channels for pur-
poses, of irrigation, but tho continuous
drought, doubtless, has had much to do
with, tho low tdage of water in them.
Tho Herald, published in tho new

cjunty of Harney, Ore., says not over
four square miles of tho original bed of
Warner Lake is now covered with
water, whereas in lSo thet o was seven
feet of water where the land is now dry,
and this spring a btiv:k containing 3;J
tons of hay was burned on land which
in 1874 was surveyed ns Warner Lake,
(loose Lake, which oneo reached Lake-vie-

Ore., is now five miles away, and
Malhucr Lake, in Harney couhty, is
eight feet lower than at any perio l with-
in the memory of tho oldest inhabitant.
In this county Humboldt Lake, which
some years ago comprised a sheet of
water sixteen or eighteen miles long
and from eight to twelve mile wid.',
is now only a few miles long and per-

haps a milo or two wide. Tho Hum-

boldt has not discharged any water in-

to the lako for several years, tin 1 a

largo area, which was covered several
feet with water at one time, is now as

dry as tiny other part of the Humboldt
Valley. It is a fact, however, that tho
lake was as low nine or ten years ago '

as it is to-da- an.l that live years ago
it was as high as it was ever known to
be. Immigrants in early days who saw
tho Humboldt discharge an immense
volume of water into tho lake, or sink,
ns it was called, believed it had a sub-

terranean outlet; but that idea was
erroneous, as tho volunio of water was
reduced by evaporation, not drainage.

Wiiiriemucea Silver Statt

Quits Work on l ime.
Foreman Yo 1 might ai well look

for another job, Jerry.
What for? Wlrat have I done?
"Your t rowolfiil of mortir struck

I': ov. :i :. o. t'.j bail. ling d'evu 0.1 t'le
hit f.oor."

"Let him keep out. of th" way. II

tho bell strikes 1J when I've trot a

trowel of mortar I don't care where il
rJlops. " Chicago Ho raid

Alled-Lett3- r Day.
FVr.nr;2i "Why aio those girls so

merry?--
'

Native. "They belong to tho
of Music, and it has jr- be.i

iinnouncvd that the man who writes
tho 'Forlorn Hope Ten-Fing- Lxor
clso1 is dead." Now York Wcckit- -

hal puzzled me, which almost blinded bine's pleasure ground. lima thought
mo for a moment. 1 handed tho note that brief pasag,. through the village was
to John silentlv. I told him of Mr. "ireat fun ;" it was like a royal progress.
Kn-lotf- H kindness. He read it through 1,1,1 ,n( n' Jr'aiHlin.th.-r-- . and young

and children all turned out andwomen
grnnlj, and a faint !luh histmged j

L.ul lM.V(.a lo UlC ,ol,, of tIie M,ilf aluiso..,e
c!l'Y,c blessed him in their broad dialect, lie

Miat do you think of it?" I in- -
j was moot gentle and affable to all, and

quired. ' How old is he?'1 ed .John, nattered silver among the people with a
before he replied. "I don't know freedom that was more reckless than

perhaps.' "Well then, dieious hut it struck lima, though lie

I think lie mav got over it." ho replied, , howe.; r...thing of this in his manner at
bitl.M ly; then.' with a rush of generous tl,,! ll"VJn !'71Z ' "'T as

" T "i"
feoMiig: -- Heaven tho fel.help poor oJ.(, , i,v the homage of his ten.
low. I pity him. May. It was a sml ,,, He h id gone turoiigh a needful

you made for his kindness deal, and he breathed a sigh of relief when
wasn't it? Don't grieve over it. 1

'
he was free airain.

know you never intended to make him "Heav en be 1 raised." he said.ns the gate s

for of the Laices cl""e.l '..eljiuU nun ami lii.4care you."
h, John." I Kbbed, ' I never

thought of it till 1 got this note." A
car fell on the pap.r. Was John a

!iJ!e jealous? Perhaps so. Tor ho
tooic tho note gently from mo and
threw it on the hie. Yet I truly think
he was sorrier than I. John and I

are married now. and I have never
seen Mr. Kastnn since. I heard, not
long ago. that he was devoting himself
to nii sion work in tho east end of
London.

Culture and refinement nro not adjunct
to tho toikt, but thiusof tho Ltfa.Jiuid
lit art.


